The rnoft lamentable Tr agtdid 

That my reportis iuft and full of truth, 

Butfoft.mc thinkes I doc digreffe too much, 

Cytingmy worthies praife,Oh pardon me. 

For when no friends are by, men praifethemfelues. 

Mtreu. Now is my turne to fpeake: behold this child e, 
Of this was T amor a deliuered, 

Twiflhe of an irreligious Moore, 

Chicie Architeft and plotter of thefc woes, 

The villaine is aliue in Tit hi houfc. 

And as he is to witocsthis is true. 

Now judge what courfc had Titus toreuenge, 

Thefc wrongs, vnfpeakeable pad pacienec, 

Or more then any liuing man couldbearc. 

Now you hauc heard the truth, what fay you Romanes? 
Haue we done ought amide? (how vs wherein, 

And from the place where you behold v* now, 

The poore remainder of Andromeit 

Will hand in hand all headlong call vs downe, 

And o n the ragged Hones beat forth our br aloes, 
Andmake a mutnall clofureof our houfc : 

Speake Romaincs fpeake, and if pu fay we lhall, 

Lc e hand in hand Lucius and 1 will fall. 

Emillmt. Come come thou rcuerent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently m thy hand, 

Luuhs our Emperour for well I know. 

The common voyce doe cry it lhall be 
Marcus. Lhcsms, all haile Romes royaU Emperour, 
Goe goe into old T K m forrowfull houle, 

And hither hale that misbehemngc^re. 

To be adiudgdfome dircfull flau ghtcringdcath, 

Aspunilhmentfor hismofi wickedlife. 

Lulu. all hailcto Ro mef Stac,o» S Oou<nu.ur 
Lucius. Thankc t gentkRoraainc I mayISO»'™< 

To healeRomesharmes.and wipe away herwoe. 


of Titus An dr oriels* 

Butgentlepeoplegiuemeaime awhile, 

pomature putsme to a hcauie taske, 

Stand all aloofe.but Vnckle draw youneere, 

To Ihed obfequious tcares vpon this trunkc. 

Oil take this warmc kiffe on thy palccold lips-, 
Thefeforrowful drops vpon thy bloud-flaincface, 
Thehd true duties ofchy noble fonne. 

zJMarc, Tearcfor tcare,andlouingkiiTeforkiue, 

Thy brother tenders on thy lips, 

Ch were the lummeof thefc that I Ihould pay, 
Councleffe and infinite, yet would I pay them. 

Lttetus. Come hither boy come, eome and learneofvt. 
To melt in (hewers, thy Grandfisr lou’d thee well? 
Many a time he daund thee on his knee, 

Sung rhee all cepe, hisloaing bread thy pillow. 

Many am, alter hath he told to thee, 

Meete and agreeing with thine infancie. 

In that refpeft then likea louing ehilde. 

Shed yetfome fmall drops fora thy tender fpring, 
Becaufe kindc nature doth require it fo. 

Friends fhould a ll’ociate friends in griefeand woe. 

Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue. 

Doe them that kindnes and take leaue of them, 

Ptter. O Grandfier,Grandfire,euen with all my hart, 

Would I were dead foyou didliueagaine. 

O Lord I cannot fpea ve to him for weeping, 

My teares wilichoakemeifloperay mouth. 

Romawe. You fad An irontc.t haue done with woes, 
Giue fentence on this execrable wretch, 

That hath bene breeder of thefe dire cue nts* 

Lutiftt. Set him bread detpein earth andfamilh him- 
There let him Hand and raue andery for foode, 

If any onerelceucs or pitties him, 

For the offence he dies, this is out dooms. 



